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Witches, Servants, and Attendants, 


dez rag in the-End of the Fourth AR, lies in Exct awp; * the reſt of the Play, In Scox- 
LAND; and chiefly at MAc E TA's Caſtle. 


In AC E. *-0: 


e 
SCENE, on en Place. 

Thunder and I.ightning, Enter three Witches. 

1 Wuch. HEN ſhall we three meet again; 
In, thunder, lightning, or in rain! 

2 Witch. When the hurly-burly's done, 
When the battle's loſt and won. 

3 Witch. That will be ere ſet of ſun. 

1 Witch, Where the place? 

2 Witch. Upon the heath, 

3 Witch. There I go to meet Macbeth, 


[Padocke calls within. 


1 Witch. 1 come, I come, Grimalkin—— 
2 Witch. Padocke calls non 
All. Fair is foul, and foul is fair; 
Hover through the fog and filthy air. 
"TT bender: The Witch fink. 
SCENE charges to a Palace at Foris. 
Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, — pon 
Attendants, meeting @ bleeding Captain. 
Wat bloody man is that? He can _— 
As ſeemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The neweſt ſtate. 
Mal. This is the ſerjeant 
Who, like a good and hardy ſoldier, fought _ | 
Gainſt my captivity, Hall, hail, brave friend! 
Say to the king the knowledge of the bro! 
As thou didit leave it. | 
Capt. Donbtſal long it food, 
As two ſpent that do cling together, 
And chodls their art: the mercileſs Macdonel, 
(Werchy te be n rebel, for to that Id 
The multiplying villaivies of nature 
Do ſwarm upon him) from the weſtern iſles 
Of Kernes' and Gallow-gloefizs was ſupplied, 
And fortune, on his damned quarrel fmiling, 
Shew's like a rebel's whore. But all too weak: 
For brave Macbeth (well he deſerves that name) 
Diſdaining' fortune, with his brandiſh'd ſteel, 
Which ſmazsk'd with bloody execution, - 
Like yalour's minion carved out his paſſage, 
Till he had fac'd the ſſave 
Who ne'er ſhook hands, nor bid farewel to him, 
Tul he uoſeam'd him from the nave to th chops, 
And fix'd his head upon our battlements 
King. Oh, valiant conſin ! wortby gentleman! 
Capt. As whence the ſun zins his reflection, 
Shipwrecking ſtorms and direful thunders break; 
So from that ſpring, whence comfort ſeem d to come, 
Diſcomfort well'd, Mark, King of Scotland, mark : 
No ſooner Juſtice had, with valour arm d, 
Compell'd theſe ſkipping Kernes to truſt their heels, 
Rot the an tord, ſurveying vantage, 
Way furdiſh'd arms, and — 


2. 15 
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[Cort ing his layiſh ſpirit, TD. x 
2 The 8 fell on us. 


* 

| Cape. Ves, = 

As ſparrows eagles: or the hare the lion. 

IF I fay ſooth, I muſt report they were 

As canhons overcharg'd with double cracks 

So they redoubled ſtrokes upon the foe : 

Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds, 

Or memorize another Golgotha, 

I cannot tel! 

But | am faint, my wounds cry out for help. 
King. So welt thy words become thee, as thy 


wounds: 
They ſmack of honour both, Go, get him ſurgeons. 
[Exit Captain, Ec. 
Enter Roſſe and Angus. N 
— But who comes here? 


Mal. The worthy Thane of Roſſe. 
Len, What hafte looks through his eyes! 


Mal. So _ Þ —.— that „ to f. | 
» God ſave the king th n 
. Whence cam ' ſt e iy Thane? 
Roſe. F. From Fife, t King, 


Where the Norweyan — flout the *s 
And fan our people cold, © © 

Norway kimſelf, with numbers ndl, 
Aſſiſted by that moſt Ane trajror, ih 

The Thne of 'Cawdor, gan a diſmal conflict; 
Till that Bellona's bridegroom, lapt in proof, 
Confronted him with ſelf-camparifons, . 
Point agaluſt phinit rebellious, arm ęainſt arm, 


„ 


Great happineſs! ; 

Now'$Weno, Norway's King; craves com- 

Nor would we dei ig him burial of his men [poficionz 
Tilt be diſbarſed, de St. Colme"s-kit! ie, 

2 thouſand dollars to our gen ral uſe. 


Bf 


[ceive 

King. No mpre that Thane of Cawdor thail de- 
Ovr boſom latreſt. Go, pranounce his death; 
And with hi former title greer Macberh, 


. 


Reſſe. Fil ſee i t done. 
K mg. What he hath loſt, noble Macbeth hath 
won. [Exeunc, 


: 8 CE NE changes to thi Heath: 
Thunder. The three — riſe from under the 


| 1 Witch. Where haſt thou beety . 
2 Witch. Killing ſwine. * 
3 Witch. Sister, where thou? 
1 Witch, A failor's wife h chefauts in her lap, 
And mouncht, and maynchi, and moypcht. Give 
„me, quuth I, _ 
Aroint thee, witch! the ramp-fed ronyon 3 
Her huſb1pd sto Aleppo gone, maſter o th Tyter i 
But ia a feve Ill thitber fell, ae vert 
115 like ret without a 71 
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Each. Apd anather. | - 4 

haye all 3 the other; ny 
Aud the very Poiats - og ; | 
All the at they Know-. a 
In th' hip-man's card 
I will drain him dry as hay, 
Sleep- hall neither night ner dag 
Hang his pent-hogſe lid; 4 
He hall live a man for — 


Weary ſev'n night, nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine; 
"Though his bark cannot betoſt rt. 
Yet it ſhell be tempeſ-toſt. 
Took what I have. 

2 Witch. Shew me, ſhew me. nf 

1 Witch,- Here I have a pilot's thumb. | 
(Wreck'd as homeward he 10 come: 75 

(Dern within. 


3 Witch. A drum, a drum! 
Macbeth doth come! 
All. The weyward-ifters hand in hand, 
Poſters of the ſea and land, 
Thus do ge about, about; 
ice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice gain to make up nine. 
Peace ;—the Charm'swopond vp. 
A March. 
Enter Macbeth and Banquo, with Soldiers and other 
Attendant. 
Mac. Commend the make a halt upon the heath, 
Sol. Within. Halt, halt, halt. | 
Nac. So foul and Fai day I have not ſeen, * 
Ban. How far is't <a 's to Foris 2 Whatare 
So withe;'d fo. wild. in their attire, 5 e 
That look not 9 th? Inbabitants 0 L349 
And yet ue ont. Live qu, or are you, aught - . 
That man = queſtion * 1 * 40 undecſtand 


= 


By each at ange, her me 
Vpon ng 25 FR o Bale e : 
ra ret 1 85 — en 4” 
at y ' 

Mal. he 12 z what are you?” we 

I mel All h Macbeth ih! Hail ze thee, Thane 

2 Witch. 11 1 2 bail de che, Thane 

| of Cawdor ! 


3 Fac. Al bi Marker that "ſhalt be kipg 
Po. | 52 Sir, why, 40 you. 1 ſeem to 


Things b lf nd d fair? Ft were truth, 
Are ye fatale or hot * Witches. 
Which outwardly. 1e. ew? My. no] Tata F 


You greet with preſent grace, and preat paedie 
Of noble having, and of royal bope, 

bat he ſeems apt withal; to me you ſpeak I 
Tf you can look. into the ſee of tne, 
And ſay which grain will grow, and which will not, 
Speak then to and who teſter deg nor fear | 


Your favours or your h hire.” 
1 Witch, Hall . 
2 Witch. * er A 
Witch., Hai — | 
3 mich. Leſfür than Macbeth, and 1 


42 MWucb. Not o happy, yet much happier. - 

3 Witch. Thou ſhalt get kings, though thou be 
So, ul Fel, Macbeth and Banquo! [none i 

wit. Banque and Macbeth, all hail? 

Mac. Stay, you imperfect beet, Welt ine more. 
By Sinel's death I know I'm Thane bf Glamis}/' 
But how of Cawdor?! the Thane of n 
A proſp'rous gent 1 and, to be A 
Stands not wichin the profpect of be 


| — —— ES og, 


No more than to be Cawdor, * — 
You owe this tinge intelligence Hr why, 


Ju Upon this blaſted Nach, — ſtop our way 
Wich ſuch prop beet greeting /- Spenk, I charge 


you. Thunder, and the Witches vaniſh, 

—_ The earth hath bubbles, as the water has, 

d theſe are of them. was oo are they ”Y 

Mac. Inte edYke and what ſeem'd co þ 

Melted, as z into — 

Would they had ſaid! 

Ban. Were ſuch things here as we do ſpeak about? 

Or have we eaten of the inſane root, 

That takes the reaſon. priſoner ? 

Mac. Yyqur children ſhall be kings. 
Ban. You ſhall be king. a 
Mac. And Thane of Cawdor too; went it not ſo? 
Ban, To th' ſelf-ſame tune and words. Who's 
here? 
Enter Roſſe and Angus. 
Refſe. The king hath happily recei d, Macbeth, 

The news of thy ſucceſs ; and when he reads 

Thy perſonal venture in the rebel's fight, 

His wonders and his praiſes do contend 

Which ſhould be thine, or his. Silenc'd with that, 

= viewing o'er the reſt o thꝰ ſelſ· ſame day, 

He finds thee in the ſtout Norweyan ranks, 

Nothing afraid of what thyſelf didſt make, 

Strange images of death. As thick as hail 

Came poſt on poſt ;-and every one did bear 

Thy praiſes in his kingdom's great defence, 

And pour'd them down before kim. * 

Ang. We are ſent h 

To give thge, from our royal maſter, thanks ; 

Only to herald thee into bis figbe, 

Not pay thee. rn 04 
Roge And foe an earneſt of a greater hover, 

He bade'me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor: 

In which addition, bail, mot . Tüane! 

For it is thine, o 
Ban. What! can the derdt Ipeak erueb % 
Mac. The Thane df Cawdor livesy z 

Why do 'you'dreſs me in bis — 


| 


Ang. Who wivthe'Thmnetived yer | 9009 69 AS 
But under heavy judgment bears that 
Which he deſerves te lofe. — 


Combin'd With Norway, or did ine the Aa. 
With hidden Welpand ventage, or thut with boch 
He labour d in hiseountry's rect, I knew et: 
But treaſons © wn, confeſs d nnd provigytiumn 5 
Have over n him. eg e 
Mac. Glamie, and Tbane of Cawdor! *” PAfder 
The greateſt dibing.+—Phunks\for {un 'palns, 
lie naw „ee Anyus. 
— Do you not hoperyour chilerem ſhalt N Kings; 
„mb ab ory? 1f TyBanquo. 
When hoſes! os gave to me he Thane of Cau- 
Promis'@& no ſeſe t them ? * > noni » 
Ban. That, truſted home, y de 
Might yet enlinale you un to the drownts 57 n 
Be ſides the Thane of Cawdor” Bot t range; - 
And often time to ſoothe ur to dur harm/ 
The inſtrumenti of darkneſs tell us truths, 
Win us with boneſt trifles, to ace 0 
In deepeſt Cnſequence. — : f 
Covfing, a word, I pray you, + Roſie ond [ Angus; 
Mat. Two ttuths are told, 
As happy prolog ues to the (welling Ef S746) 
Of the hoy, on ene I chank — gentle neo 


4 {To Reffe nd 2 

6 This fogepnonira einge l a” — | N 
Cannot be in; cannot be n 
— hath j — iven me 4 


been, * 


We ae. a 


1 


„ Ma Be wo wt .3to32nd3 i 324 * 


—_ 


If good ** do I yield to that ſuggeſtion, 

Whoſe horrid — doth upfix my hair, 

And make my ſeated heart knock at my ribs, 

Againk the uſe of nature! Preſent fears, 

Are leſs than horrible i imaginings. : 

My thought, whoſe murder yet is but fantaſtical, 

Shakes ſo my fingle ftate of man, that function 

Is ſmother'd in ſurmiſe, and nothing is, 

But what is not. , 

Bas. Look, how our partner 'srapt! 
Mac. If chance will have me king, way chance 
may crown me [ Afide. 

Without my fiir, 

Ban. New honours come upon him, 

Like our ſtrange garments, cleave not to their mould 

But with the aid of uſe. "8 
Mac. Come what come may, 

Time and the hour runs through the rougheſt day. 
Ban. Worthy Macbe ch, we ſtay upon your leiſure. 
Mac. Give me your favour : my dull brain was 

wrought 

With things forgot. Kind gentlemen, your pains 

Are regiſter'd, where every oay 1 tura-. 

The leaf to read them—Let us tow'rd the king, 

Think upon what has chanc'd; and at more dime, 

To Banguo. 

The i iqterim having weigh'd it, let us _— 

Our free hearts each to other. 

Ban, Very gladly. - 
Mac. Till then, enough. Come, ; friends. 


I Exeunt, 
SCENE e to the Palaces 17. 
Flauriſpd. Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbein, Le- 
non, and Attendants, 
King. Is execution done on Cawdor yet? 
Are not thoſe in commi.lion yet return'd? 
Mal. My liege, 
They are not yet come back; but I have ſpoke 
With one who ſaw him die, who did report, 
That very frankly he confeſa d his treafons, : - 
Implor'd yous highneſ pardon, and ſet n 
A deep repentance. Nothing in bis liſe 
Became him lilee che leaving it. He dy'd, 
As one that had been ſtudied in bis death, — 
To throw away the deareſt thing he o d, 
As 'twere a careleſs trifle. | ; 
King. There's no art 
To find the mind's conſtruction inthe 55 2. 
He was a gentleman on whom I built. 
An abſolute truſt. wort, 
Emer Macbeth, Banquo, Roſie, «ad Angus 
—Q, worthieſt coukin !- 
The fin of my —— ek e 'en.nowy | 
Was heavy en me. Thou'rt ſo far before, 
That ſwifteſt wing of recompence is flow 
To overtake thee. Would thou had' ſt leſs deſerv'd, 
That che jon both of thanks and paymeot 
Might have been mige l only I've left to ſay, 
Mote is thy dur, en more than all can pay» - 
Mac. The'fervice 3nd the loyalty love, 
In doing it pays at(elf, | Your higho6eds' part 
Is to receive our dutieng and our duties 
Are to your throne end Rate, children and ſervants, 
Which do but wha# they ſhould, by doing every 
Safe tow'r * your love god honour, [ching 
King. Welcome hither: -— 
I have t begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee:full of growing. Noble Banque, + 
Thou haſt no leſs deſerv'd, and muſt be known 
No leſs to have dane fo; let as gatold. theey 
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M A C B E T H. 


ISCENE changes to an Apartment in Mgcbeth's 


| | it is too full o'th* mi of human kindneſs 


The ilinef —_ attend it. What thou would 
That ad "thou holily; wouldft not play Falſe 


My 
4 in 1 ſeek tu hide themſelves 
In drops of ſorrow. Sons, kiuſmen, thanes, 
And you whoſe places are the neareſt, know 
We will eſtabliſh our eſtate ypon 
Our e!deſt Ma'colm, whom we name he 
The Prince of Cumberland: which honou 
Not, unaccompanied, inveſt him onlyz | 
But ſigns of nobleneſs, like tars, ſhall ſhine 
On all deſervers.— Hence to Invetneſe, 
And bind us farther to ou - 


Mac, The reſt js labour, which. i is got us'd for 
be myſelt the harbinger, and mak ful vo 
| The hearing of my wite with your * 


So humbly take my leave. 

King. My worthy Cawdor! 

Mac. The Prince of Cumberland '—thatis a flop 
Ou which I muſt fall dowa, or elte o'erl+ap; 


For in my way itlies, Stars, hide your A 
Let not light ſee my black and deep deſires: 
The eye wink at the hand! yer let that be 
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to ſee, 


Exit 
King. True, worthy Banquo; g he is full forte 
And in his commendations I am ted; 
It is a banquet to me. Let us after him, 
Whoſe care is gone before to bid us welcome. 
It is a peerleſs kinſman. [ Fleurifb.  Exrunt, 


le ac Inverneſs. - i 
Enter Lady Macbeth alone, with a Letter. 

Lady. They met me in the day of ſuccels ; and 
| have learned by the perſecteſt report, they have 
more in them than mortal knowledge. Wizen 1 
burnt in deſire to queſtion them farther, they mace 
themſelyes ait, inte which they vaniſh d. While 
I ſtood rapt in the wonder of it, came miſſives from 
the King, who all hail'd me Thanz- of Cawdor; by 
which title, before, theſe weyward ſiſters ſaluted 
me, and referred me to the coming on of time, with 
Hail, king, that ſhalg be ! This have 1 thought good 
to deliver thee (my deareſt partner of greatneſs) 
that thou mjghteſt not Joſe rhe dues of rejoicing, 
being ignorant of what. greatneſs js prorais'd thiee. 
Lay it to thy heart, and farewel. 
Glamis thou art, and Cawdor—and ſhalt be 
What thou attpromis'd, Yet do 1 fear thy nature; 


To catch the neareſt way. Vhou wouldſt be great, 
Art not without ambition, but withour 


hig 


And yet wouldſt ſtrongly win. Thou u have, 
great Glamis, 
That hich cries, Thus thou muſt ag if: thou 
have me, 


« And that which rather thoudo@t fear to doy | 
4% Than wiſh: ſhould be undone“ Hierthee his 
That I may pour my ſpirits in chine er, "ther, 
And chaſtiſe, with the valour of my tongue, 
All that impedes thee from the golden round 
Which fate and metaphyſic aid doth _— ” 
To have thee crown d withal, f 
Enter M:-fenger. 
What are your tid-ngs ? 
Mef. The king comes here to-night. / 
Lady. Theu'rt mad to ſay it. 
Is not thy maſter with him? who, were it 4 
Would have inform'd for preparation. 
Meſ. 80 pleaſe you it is ttue t aur 


— 


— | 


And hold thee to . id ga een 
Ban, There if: en. vb b wor ge 
The ee ja pour pe 6 + +3 7, 


CAST ICIS af wolf * 
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Who, almoſt dead for breath, had ſcarcely more 
Than would make up his meſſage. 
Lady. Give him tending ; 


He brings great news. The raven himſelf is hoarſe, 
| [ Erie Meſſenger, 


That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
- Under my battlements. Come, all ye ſpirits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unſex me here; 
And fiil me, from the crown to th" toe, topful 
Ot direſt cruelty: make thick my blood; 
Stop up th acce's and paſſage to remorſe, 
That no compunctious vifitings of nature 
Shake my falſpurpoſe, nor keep peace between 
Thꝰ effect t. Come to my woman's breaſts, 
And take my milk for gall, ye murd'ring minifters ! 
Wherever in your ſightieis ſubſtances 
Ye wait on nature's miſchiet—Come, thick night! 
And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoke of hell, 
That my keen knife ſee not the wound it makes; 
Nor heav'n peep through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry, Huld, hold! 
Great Glamis! worthy Cawdor ! 
Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter! 
Thy letters have tranſparted me beyond 
Tais ign'rant preſent time, and 1 teel now 
The future in the inſtant, 
Mac. Deareft love, 
Duncan comes here to-night. 
Lodyy And when goes hence 7 
Mac. To- morrow, as he purpoſes, 
Lody. Oh, never 
Shall fun that morrow ſee. - 
Your face, my Thane, is as a book, where mon 
May read ftrar.ge matters. To beguile the time, 
Look like the tl. me ; bear welcome in your eye, 
Your bend, your tongue: look like the innocent 
flower, 
Bot be the ſerpent under t. He that's coming 
Muit be provides for and you ſhall put 
Tunis night's great buſineſs into my diſpatch, 
Which ſhall to all our vights and days to come 
Give ſolely ſovereign (way and maſterdom. 
Mac. We will ſpeak farther of this buſineſs. 
Lady. Only look up clear: 
To alter favour, ever is to fear. 
Leave all the reſt to me. [ Exeunt 
SCENE before Macbeth's Caftle-gate. 
A Fl.uriſh. Enter King, Malcolm, Benalbein, 
Banque, Lenox, Macduff, Roſſe, Angus, and 
Attendants. 
Mi. This caſtle hath a pleaſant ſite; the air 
Nimbiy and ſweetly recommends itſelf 
Unt our gentle fonſes. 
Han. This gueſt of ſummer, 
The temple-heunting martlet, does approve, - 
By his lov'd manfionry, that heaven's breath 
Smells wooingly here. No jutting frieze, 
Buttreſs, or coigne of vantage, but this bird 
Haih mede his pendant be1 and procreant cradle: 
Where they moſt breed and baunt, I have obſerv'd 
The air is delicate. 
Enter Lady Macbeth, f om the Cafile, ' 
Kirę. See, ſee! our honour's hoſteis! 
The love that fullows us ſometimes is our trouble, 
Which ſtil! we thank as love. Herein | teach you. 
| How you ſhould bid Heav'n-eyld us for your pains, 
And thank os for your trouble, 
Lady. All our ſervice | 
In every point twice done, and then done double) 
Were poor and ſingle buſineſs to contend 
A gainti those honours deep and broad wherewi 
Voor majeſty loeds our houſe, For thoſy of old, 


r F f R. 


And the late dignities heapꝰd up to them, 
We reſt your hermits. | 
King. Where's the Thane of Cawdor? 


To be his purveyor t but be rides well, "2 
Andhis grent love (ſharp as his (pur) hath holp him 
To's home before us. Fair and noble hoſteſs, 

We are your gueſt co-night. 

| Lady. Your ſervants ever 

Have theirs, themſelves, and what is theirs in compt, 


| | To make their audit at your highneſs' pleaſure, 


Still to return your own. 

; King. Give me your hand; 

Condutt me to mine hoſt; we love him highly, 

And ſhail continue our graces towards him. 

By your leave, hMtels. Exeuns, 

SCENE charges to on Apartment in Macbeth's Caſtle. 

Enter Mecbeth. 

Mac. If it were dose, when tis done, then twere 
well 

It were done quickly; if that but this blow 

Might be the de-sl! and the end-all——Here. 

But here, upon this bank and ſhoal of time, 


{We'd jump the life to come. But in theſe caſes, 


We ſtill have judgment here, that we but teach 


| Bloody inftryttions; which being taught, return 


To plague th' inventor, Even-handed juſtice 
Returns th' ingredients of our poiſon'd chalice 
To our own lips. He's here in double truſt ; 
Firſt as I am his kinfman and his ſobjeci 
Strong both againſt the deed; then as his hoſt, 
Who ſhould zgainft his myrd'rer ſhut the door, 
Not hear the knife myſelf. Beſides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties fo meck, hath been 

So clear bn his great offics, that his virtues 

Will plead, like angels trumpet,tongu'd, againſt 
ſhe deep damnation of his taking off: 

And pity, like a naked new-born babe, 

Striding the blaſt, or heay'n's cherubin hort d 
Upon the fightleſs courſes of the air, 

Shall blow the harrid deed in ev'ry eye, 

That tears ſhall drown the wind. I have no ſpug 
To prick the (des of my intent, but only 
Vaunting ambition, which o'erlcaps itſelf, 

And falls on th' other =” 

How now! what news? - 


Mac. Hath he aſk d for me ? {chamber? 
Lady. Know you not he has ? 

Mac. We will proceed no farther in this bufineſs, 
He hath honour'd me of late, and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all ſorts of people, 


Not caſt aſide ſo ſoon. 

Lady. Was the hope drunk 1 | 
berge you dreſt yourſelf? hath it ſlept fince ? 
And wakes it now, to look ſo green and pale 
At what it did ſo freely? from this time 
Such | account thy love. Art thou afraid 
To be the ſame in thine own ct and valour, ' 
As thou art in defire? Wouldſt thou have that 
Which thou eſteem ſt the ornament of life, 
And live a coward ia thine own eſteem ? 
Lerting I dare not, wait upon, I would, 

Like the poor cat in th' adage. 
Mac. Pr'ythee, peace; 
| dare do al that may become a man: 
Wha dares do more is none. | 
Lady. What beaſt west, then, - 
That made you break this enterprise to me? 
When you durſt do it, then you were = man 


[And (to be mere than what you were) you would, 


We cours'd him at the heels, and had a purpoſe - 


Lady. Hie's almoſt ſupp d ; why have you left the 


Which would be worn now in their neweft gloſs, 


wg ww f< © THY >T 


him 


Pe, 
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Be ſo much more the man. Nor time, nor place 
Did then cohere, and yet you would make both: 
They've made themſelves; and that their ficneſs now 
Does unmake you. I have given ſuck, and know | 
How tender tis to love the babe that mills me 
1 would, while it was ſmiling in my face, 

Have pluck'd my nipple from his boneleſs gums, 
And daſh'd the brains out, had 1 but ſo ſworn, 
As you have done to this. 
Mac. 1f we ſhould fail! 
Lady. How fail! 
But bring your courage to the proper place, 
And we'll not fail, When Duncan is alleep, 
(Wherets the rather ſhall this day's hard journey 
Soundly invite him) his two chamberlains 
Will 1 with wine and waſſel ſo convince, 
That memory (the warder of the brain) 
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reaſon 
Alimbeck only. When in ſwiniſh ſteep 
Their drenched natures lie, as in a death, 
What cannot you and 1 perform upon 
Th' «nguarded Duacan? What not put upon 
His ſpungy officers, who ſhall bear the guilc 
Of our great quell? | 
Mac. Bring forth men-children only! 
For thy undaunted metal ſhould compeſe 
Nothing but males. Will it not be received, 
When we have mark d with blood thole ſleepy two 
Of his ownchamber, and us d their very daggers, 
That they have don't? 
Who dares receive it other, 
As we Mall make our griefs and clamour roar - 
Upon his death ? 
Mac. I'm ſettled, and bend vp | 
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 
Away, and mock the time with faireſt ſhow; 
Falfe 1* muſt hide what the falſe heart doth now, 
[Exeunt. 


— —— 


AC T u. | 


SCENE, « Hall is Macbeth's Caſtle. 
Enter Banquo and Fleance with « Torch before bim. 


Ban. OW goes the night, boy? - 
Fle. The moon is down; I have not 
heard the clock. | 
Ban. And ſhe Boes down at twelve. 


File. 1 take't tis later, Sir. 

Bon. A heavy ſummons lies like lead upon me, 
And yet | would not leep. Merciful Pow'rs: 
Reftrain in me the curſed thoughts that nature 
Gives way to in repoſe. 

Enter Macbeth, and a Servant with a Light, 
w-Who's there? 

Mac. A friend. 

Ban. What, Sir, not yet atreſt? the king's a-bed; 
He hath to-night been in unuſual pleaſure, 

2 feat great largeſs to your officers; 
diamond he greets your wife withal, 
By the name of moſt kind boſteſy, and's ſhut up 
In 2 content. 4 
Being unprepar d, 
628 will became the ſervant to defect, 
Which elſe * free have wrought. 


Ban, All's well P 
I dreargt, laſt night, of the three . 
To you the "ve d ſome truth. TY 1 
Mac. I not of them; = 
n 5 6-4 pc: YA LION 
Would ſpead it in ſome words nem the, 
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Ban. At our kind leiſote. 7 
Mac. If you ſhall cleave to my conſent, als ws "ti 
It ſhall make honour for you, | 
Ban. So 1 leſe none 
In ſecking to augmeat it, but ſtil! keep 
My boſom franchis'd and allegiance clear, 
1 ſhall be counſell'd. 
Mac. Good repoſe the while! 
Ban, Thanks, Sir; the like to you. 
2 Banquo and Fleance. 
Mac. Go, bid thy miſtreis, When my drink is 
ready, 


She ſtrike upon the bell.-Get thee 
xit Servant, 


ls this a dagger which I ſee before me, 

The handle tow'rd My hand? Come, let me clutch 
I have thee not, and yet I ſee thee ſtill; [thee, 
Art chou not, fatal viſion, ſenfible 

To feeling as to fight? or art thou but 

A dagger of the mind, a falſe creation, 

Proceeding from the heat-opprefled brain? 

I ſee thee yet, in form as palpable, 

As this which now I dra 

Chou marſhal't me the way that I was going; 

And ſuch an inſtrument I was to uſe 
Mine eyes are made the fools o'th'other ſenſes, . 
Or elſe worth all the reſt. ſee thee Rill, 
And on the blade o'th' dungeon gouts of blood, 


Which was not ſo before, «There's no ſuch thing. 


[t is the bloody buſineſs which informs 


Thus to mine eyes Now o'er one half the world 


Nature ſcems dead, and wicked dreams abuſe 
The curtain'd fl-epz now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate's offerings, and wither'd murder, 
(Alarm'd by his centinel the wolf, 
Whoſe how!'s his watch) thus wich his ſtealthy bees, 
With Targuin's raviſhing trides, tow'rds his delign 
Moves like a ghoſt. Thou (ound ana firm-(ct earth, 
Hear not my ſteps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very ſtones prate of my where-about; 
And take the preſent horror from the time, 
Which now ſuits with it [A bell rings. 
I go, and it is done; the bell invites me: 
Hear it not, Duncan, fur it is a knell, 
That ſummons thee to heav'n, or to hell. Exits 
Enter Lady Macbeth. | 
Lady. That which hath made them drunk, hath 
made me bold; 
What hath quench's them, hath given me fire. 
Hark! peace! 
It was the owl that ſhriek'd, the fatal bellman, 
Which gives the ſtern'ſt good nitzht he is about 
it 
The doors are open; and the ſurftited grooms - 
Do mock their charge with ſnores, I've dtugg 
their poſſets, ; 
That death and nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live ordie. 
Enter Macbeth. 
Mac. Who's there? what, 50 
Lady. Alack! I am afraid they have zwak d, 
And 'tis not done; th' attempt, and not'the deed, 
Confounds us—-Hark !—1 laid their daggers ready, 
He could not miſs em Had he not reſembled 
My father as he ſlept, I had don t— My huſband! 
Mac. I've done the deed—didſt thou not hear a 
noiſe? 
b e and the crickets 
Did you not ſpeak ? Nen 
Mac. When? - * 1 
Lady. Now. 
Mac, 48 1 


If goy weuld grank the time, 4 


Tec. Aye. n 


Again to ſleep. 


After theſe ways; ſo, it will mak: us mad. 


For it mutt ſeem their guilt. 


* 


Mae. Hark ! —vbo lies 3 thi ſecond chamber? 

| . Donalbain. 

Mac. This is a ſorry ſight. - [Looks on bis bands. 
Lady. A fooliſh thought, to fay a forry üght. 


Mac. There's one did laugh in's ſleep, and one 


cry'd murder! 
They wak'd each other; and I food and heard them 
But they did ſay their prayers, and addreft them 


Lady. There are two lodg'd together. 
Moc. One cry'd, Heav' n bleſs us! and Amen, 
the ather, 

As they ha@Geen me, with theſe hangman's hands, 
Lt ning their fear. I could not ſay Amen, 
When they did ſay, Heav'n bleſs us. 

Lady. Conſider it not ſo deeply. 

Mac. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen? 
I had moſt need of blefiing, and amen | 
Stuck in my throat. 

- Lady. Theſe ceeds muſt not be thought 


Mac. Methought 1 heard a voice cry, Sleep no 
more! 
Macbeth doth murder ſleep; the innocent ſleep; 
Sleep, that knits up the ravell'd ſleeve of care, 
The birth of each day's life, ſore 1abour's bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature's ſecond courſe, 
Chief nouriſher in life's feaft 
Lady. What do you mean? [houſe; 
Mac. Still it cry'd, Sleep no more, to all the 
Glamis has murder'd ſleep, and therefore Cawdor 
Shall ſleep no more; Macbeth ſhall ſleep no more! 
Lady. Who was it that thus cry'd? Why, wor- 
thy Thane, 
You do unbend your noble ſtrength, to think 
So brain-Gckly of things. Go, get ſome water, 
And wah this filthy witneſs from your hand. 
Why did you bring theſe daggers from the place 
They muit lie there, Go, carry them, and ſmear 
The ſleepy grooms with blood. 
Mac, I' go no more; 
Jam at ad to think what I have eg 4 
Look on't again, I dare not. 
Looy. Intirm of purpoſe! 
Cive me the dagg ers; the ſleeping and the dead 
ere but as piftures; "tis the eye of childhood 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
FH gild the faces of the grooms witha), 


[ Exit. 
Knocks within. 

Mae. Whence is ttat knocking ? [ Starting. | 
How is t with me, when every noiſe appals me ? 
What hands are here? Ha! my pluck out = 
* ; eyes. 

Will at great Neptune's ocean waſh this blood 
Clean from my band? No, this my hand will rather 
The multitudinous fea incarnadine, 

Baking the green one red; 


Enter Lady. 


Lady. My hands are of your colour, but I ſhame 
To wear a heart ſo white. I hear a knocking 
[ Knock, 
Ar the fouth entry. Retire we to our chamber: 
A little water clears us of this deed. 
How eaſy is it then? your conſtancy 
Hath left you unattendee.— Hark, more knocking ! 


Knock. 
Get on your night-gown, leſt occaſion call ly 
And ſhew us to be watchers: be not lot © 
So poorly in your thoughts. 


M A C 1 E T RH 


Wake, Dancan, with this khocking: would thou 

could'ft! [ Exeunt. 

A loud knocking. A Servant croſſes the Stage, and 
opens the Door. Enter Macduff and Lenox. 

Macd. Was it ſo late, friend, ere you went to bed, 
That you do lie fo long? 

Ser. Faith, Sir, we were caroufing, till the ſecond 

cock. 

Len. The night has been unruly; where we lay, 
Our chimnies were blown: down; and, as they ſay, 
Lameutings heard i'th* air, ſtrange ſcreams of death, 
And propheſying with accents tertible 
Of dire combuſtion, and confus'd events, 
| New hatch'd to th' woeful times! 

The obſcure bird clamour'd the live-long night? 
Some ſay the earth did quake, 

Macd. Is thy maſter ſtirring ? 

Our knocking has awak'd bim; here he eomes. 
Enter Macbeth. 

Len. Good morrow, noble dir. 

Mac. Good morrow both. 

Macd. Is the king tirring, worthy Thane? 

Mac. Not yet. 

Macd. He did command me to coll timely on . 
I've almoſt ſlipt the hour. 

Mac. Tl bring you to him, 
Macd. | knew this is a Joyfal trouble to you; 
But yet 'tis one. 

Mac. The labour we delight in, phyficks pain: 
This is the door, 

Macd. III make fo bold to call, for "tis my limit- 
ed ſervice. [Exit Macduff. 

Len. Goes the king hence to-day? *' | 

Mac. He did appoint ſo, 

*'T was a rough night. 

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallet 


A fellow to it. 
Enter Macduff. 
Macd. O horror! horror! horror! [thee. 
Nor tongue nor heart cannot conecive, nor name 
Mac. and Len. What's the matter? 
Mcd. Confufion now hath made his maſter - 
Moſt ſacrilegious murder hath broke ope ¶ piece; 
Che lord's anointed temple, and ftole thence 
The life o'th* building. 
Mac. What is't you ſay? the life? 
Len, Mean you his majeſty ? | 
Macd. Approach the chamber, and deftroy your 
With a new Gorgon. Do not bid me ſpeak; [fight- 
See, and then ſpeak yourſelves. Awake! Wake! 
[Exeune Macbeth and Lenox, 
Ring the alarum bell=-<murder! and treaſon ! 
Banquo and Donalbain! Malcolm! awake! 
Shake off this downy ſleep, death's counterfeit, 
And look on death ĩtſeli— Up, up, und ſee 
The great doom's image — Malcolm! Banquo! 
As from your graves riſe up, and walle like ſprights, 
To conntenance this horror. 
Ball rings. Enter Banguo, 
—O Banquo, Banquo, our royal maſter's murder d. 
Ban, I pr'ythee contradict chytelf, 
And ſay it is not ſo. 
Enter Macbeth, Lenos ant Nele. 
Mac. Had I but dy'd an hour before thi chase 
I had lived a bleſſed time: for, from this ioftants 
There's nothing ſerious in mortality; 
All are but toys; renown and gras it 
The wine of life is-drawi, and the mere dees 
Is left this vault to bag bf 
Enter Maledlth and Donatin, © 2 
Mal, Whit is ami ? | 
Fou arey- und do not know't 
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Js ſtopt; the very ſource of it is ſtopt. 
Macd. Your royal father's murder'd. 
Mal. Oh, by whom? don't: 
Len. Thoſe of his chamber, as it ſeem'd, had 
Their hands and faces were all badg'd with blood, 
So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found 
Upon their pillows; they ſtared and were diſtracted ; 
No man's life was to be cruſted with them. 
Mac. O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 
That I did kill them. 
Macd. Wherefore did you ſo? furious, 
Mac. Who can be wiſe, amaz d, temp'rate, and 
Loyal, and neutral, in a moment? No man. 
The expedition of my violent love 
Out-ran the pauſer, reaſon, Here lay Duncan, 
His ſilver ſkin laced with his golden blood, 
And his gath'd ſtabs look'd like a breach in nature, 
For ruin's waſtetul entrance; there the murderers, 
Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly reech'd with gore: who could refrain, 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage to make love known ? 
Mal. Why do we hold cur tongues, 
That moiſt may claim this argument for ours? 
Don. What ſhould be ſpoken here, 
Where our fate, hid within an auger hole, 
Muy ruſh and ſeize us? Let's away, our tears 
Are not yet brew'd, 
Mal. Nor our ftrong ſorrow on 
The foot of motion. 
Ban, Let us meet. 
And queſtion this moſt bloody piece of work, 
To know it farther. Fears and ſcruples ſhake us: 
In the great hand of Heay'n I ſtand, and thence, 
Againſt the undivulg'd pretence I fight 
Of treas'nous malice, 
Mac. So do I, 
All. So all. 
Mac. Let's briefly put on manly readineſs, 
And meet i*th' hall together. 
All. Well, contented. [ Exeunt, 
Mal. What will you do? let's not conſort with 
To ſhew an unfelt ſorrow, is an office [them: 
Which the falſe man does eaſy. I' to England, 
Don. To Ireland I; our ſeparated fortune 
Shall keep us both the ſafer; where we are, 
There's daggers in men's (miles: the nearer in blood, 
The nearer bloody. 
Mal. This murderous ſhaft that's ſhot 
Hath not yet lighted ; and our ſafeſt way 
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horſe ; 
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, 
But ſhift away; there's warrant it that theft, 
Which ſteals icſelf when there's no mercy left. 
[Exeunt. 
The SCENE changes to a Med. Thunder and 
Lightning. Enter ſeveral Witches, and ſing. 
1 Witch. Speak, ſiſter—is the deed done ? 
2 Witch. Long ago, long ago ; 
Above twelve glaſſes ſince have run. 
3 Witch. Il! deeds are ſeldom flow, 
Or ſingle, but following crimes on former wait, 
4 Witch. The worſt of creatures ſafeſt propagate. 
any more murders muſt this one enſue ; 
Dread horrors ſtill abound, 
And ev'ry place ſurround, 
As if in death were found 
Propagation too. 
2 Witch, He muſt! 
3 Witch. He ſhall? 
4 Witch. He will ſpill much more blocs 
And become worſe, to make his title good. 


Cher, He wil, he will ſpill much more blood, 


2 . p * 
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And become worſe, to make his title good. . 
1 Witch. Now let's dance. | 
2 Witch. Agreed, , 2 2 
3 Witch. Agreed. he 
4 Witch. Agreed, 
All. Agreed. 
Chor, We ſhould rejoice when good kings bleed; 
When cattle die, about, about we goz 
When lightning and dread thunder 
Rend ſtubborn rocks aſunder, 
And fill the world with wonder, 
What ſhould we do? | 
Chor, Rejoice——we ſhould rejoice, 
When winds and waves are warring, * 
Earthquakes the mountains tearing, 
And monarch's die deſpairing, 
What ſhould we do? 
Chor, Rejoice e ſhould rejoice. 


1 Witch. Let's have a dance upon the heath, 
We gain more life by Duncan's death. 

2 Witch. Sometimes like branded cats we ſhe w, 
Having no muſic but our mew, 1 
To which we dance in ſome old mill, 

Upon the hopper, ſtone, or wheel, 
To ſome old ſaw, or bardiſh 1hy me 

Chor. Where till the mill-clack does keep time. 
Sometimes about a hollow tree, 

Around, around, around dance we; 
Thither the chirping crickets come, 

And beetles fing in drowſy hum: ; 
Sometimes we dance o'er ferns or furze, 
To howls of wolves, or barks of curs x 

Or if with none of theſe we meet, 

Chor. We dance to th' echoes of our feet, 

At the night raven's diſmal voice, * 
When others tremble, we rejoice ; 
And nimbly, nimbly, dance we fill, 
To th' echoes from a hollow hiil. 


IF — e — 
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SCENE, the Outſide of Macbeth's Caſtles 


Enter Roſſe, with an Old Man. 


HREESCORE and ten I can re- 
member well: # 
Within the volume of which time Pve ſeen 
Hours dreadful, and things ſtrange; but this ſore 
Hath trifled former knowings. . [aight 
Rofſe. Ah, good father, 
Thou ſeeꝰſt the heavens, as troubled with man's act, 
Threaten this bloody ſtage : by th' clock, tis day, 
And yet dark night ſtrangles the travelling lamp, 
Is't night predominance, or the day's ſhame, 
That darkneſs doth the earth intomb, 
When living light ſhould kiſs it? 
Old M. Tis unnatural, | 
Even like the deed that's done, On Tueſday laſt 
A faulcon, tow'ring in her pride of place, 
Was, by a moufing ow), hawk'd at, and kill'd. 
Re. And Duacan's horſes (a thing moſt ſtrapge 
and certain !) . 9 
Beauteous and ſwift, the minions of the race, 
Turn'd wild in nature, broke the ſtalls, flung outs 
Contending gainſt obedience, as they would 
Make war with man. | 
01d M. Tis ſaid they eat each other. [eyes, 
Reſſo. They did ſo, to the amazement of mine 
That 8 upon t. [Li Old Mans 


[Exeunts 


* 


Od M. 


N Deter Macduff, 
— Here comes the good Macduff,—— 
How goes the world, Sir, now ? 

Macd. Why, ſee you not? 


2. Ist known who did this more than bloody 
Lade ed? 


Ro 
Med Thoſe that Macbeth hath lain. 
e. Alas, the day! 
What good could they pretend? 
Macd. They were ſuborn'd; 


Malcolm and Donalbain, the king's two ſons, 
Are ftol'n away and fled; which puts on them 


Suſpicion of the deed. 
Roſſe. *Gailaſt nature fill ; 
Thriftleſs ambition l that will raven up 


Thine own iife's means.—Then tis moſt like 


The ſovereignty will fail upon Macbeth! 


Macd. He is already nam'd, and gone to Scone 


To be iaveſted. - 
Roſfſe. Where is Duncan's body? 
ac. Carried to Colmkill, 
The ſacred ftorehouſe of his predeceſſors, 
Ahd guardian of their bones. 
_— Will you go to Scone ? 
acd. No, couſin, I'll ro Fife. 
Raſſe. Well, I will chither. 


Enter Banquo. 


Ban. Thou haſt it now—King, Cawdor, Glamis, 


The wey ward women promis'dz and | fear 


Thou play dt moſt foully for't: yet it was ſaid, 


It ſhould not ſtand in thy poſterity; 


But that myſelf ſhould be the root and father 
Of many kings. If there come truth from them, 
As upon thee, Macbeth, their ſpeeches ſhine) 


hy, by the veritics on thee made good, 
May they not be my oracles as well, 


And ſet me up in hope —Zut, huſh, no more. 
Trumpets ſound, Enter Macbeth as King, Lenox, 


Roſle, Lerdi and Attendants, 


Mac. Here's our chief gueſt. [ Pointing to Banquo. 


To-night we hold a ſolemn ſupper, Sir, 
And I 1 requeſt your preſence. 
Ban. Lay your highneſs' 


Command upon me; to the which my duties 


Are, wich a moſt indiſſoluble tie, 
For every knit, 

Mac. Ride you this afternoon ? 
| Ban. Aye, my good lord. 

Mac. We ſhould have elſe defir'd 


Your good advice (which till hath been both grave 


And proſperous) ia this day's council; but 
We'll take to-morrow. Is it far you ride? 


Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time 
»Twixt this and ſupper. Go not my horſe the bet- 


I muſt become a borrower of the night 
For a dark hour or twain. 

Mac. Fail not our feaſt. 

Ban. My lord, I will not. 

Mac. Hie to horſe; adieu, 


Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you? 
. Ban. Aye, my good lord; our time does call up- 


Mac. 1 wiſh your horſes ſwift, and ſure of foot; 


And io I do commend you to their backs. 


Farewel. { Exit Banquo. 


Lec every man be maſter of his time 
Till ſeven at night; to make ſociety 
The fweeter welcome we will keep ourſelf 


Till ſopper- time alone; till then, Heav'n be with 
you, * ant Lords, 


[ Adieu. 
Macd. Well, may you ſee things well done there. 
Left our old robes fit eafier than our new! [| Exeunt. 


SCENE, an Apartment in the Pa. ace. 


Lal! 


[rer, 


| The houſekeeper, the hunter; every one 
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| Manent Macbeth and a Servant. 
oSirrah, a word with you; attend thoſe men 
Our pleaſure? 
Ser. They are, my lord, without the palace gate, 
Mac. Bring them before us —— To be thus, is 
nothing ? [ Z it Servant, 
| But to be ſafely thus. Our fears in Banquo 
Stick deep; and in his royaity of nature 
Reigns that which would be fear'd. "Tis much he 
Ana to that dauntleſs temper of his mind, [ dares, 
He hath a wiſcom that doth guide his valour 
To act in ſafety. There is none but he 
Whole being Ido fear; and under him 
My genius is rebuk'd; as. it is faid 
Anthony's was by Cælar. He ch'd the fiſtere, 
When firſt they put the name of king on me, 
And bade them ſpeak to him; then, prophet-liky 
They hail'd him father to a line of kings. 
Upon my head they plac'd a fruitleſs crown, 
And put a barren ſceptre in my gripe, 
Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal hand, 
No ſon of mine ſucceeding. If tis ſo, 
For Banquo's iflue have 1 *filed my mind; 
For them the gracious Duncan have I murder'd; 
Put rancours in the veſſel of my peace, 
Only for them! and mine eternal jewel 
Giv'n to the common enemy of man, 
To make them kings—the ſeed of Banquo kings! 
Rather than ſo, come fate unto the liſt, 
And champion me to the utterance - Who's there? 
Exter Servant and txvo Murderers. 
| —Go to the door, and ftay there till we call. 
[ E>it Servant. 
Wag it not yeſterday that we ſpoke together ? 
Mur. It was ſo, pleaſe your highneſs, 
Mac. Well then, now | 
You have confider'd of my ſpeeches; know 
That it was he, in the times paſt, which held | 
You ſo under fortune, 
Do you find 
Your patience ſo predominant in your neture, 
That you can let this go? Are you ſo goipell'd 
To pray for this gvod Banquo and his iflue, 
Whole heavy hand hath bow'd you to the grave, 


| And beggar'd yours, for ever? 


1 Mur. We ate men, my liege. 

Mac. Aye, in the catalogue you go for men, 

As hounds and greyhounds, mungrels, ſpaniels, cure, 
Shoughs, water-rugs, and demy-wolves, are clep'd 
| All by the name of dogs; the valu'd file 
Diſtinguithes the (wift, the flow, the ſubtle, 


Acccording to the gift which bounteous nature 
Hath in him clos'd; and ſo of men. 

Now, if you have a ſtation ia the file, 

And not the worſt rank of manhood, ſay it; 
And I will put that buſineſs in your boſoms, 
Whoſe execution takes your enemy off, 
Grapples you to the heart and love of us, 

Who wear our health but ſickly in his life, 
Which in his death were perfect. 

Mur. I am one 

So weary with diſaſters, tugg'd with fortune, 
That I would ſet my life on any chance ; 
To mend it, or /-* fid on't. 

Mac. Both ot you 

Know Banquo was your enemy. 

1 Mur. 'I'rus, my lord. OD 
Mac. So is he mine; and in ſuch bloody diſtance, 
That en- y minute of his being thruſts 
Againſt my near'ſt of life; and though I could 


With bare-fac'd power ſweep him from my light, » 


And bid my wilt arouch it; yet 1 muſt not, 


* 
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ont, 


* 


For ſundry weighty reaſons, 
2 Mur. We ſhall, my lord, 
Perform what you command us. 
1 Mur. Though our ive rs moſt, 
Mac. Y our ſpirits ſhine through you. In this hour, 
] will adviie you where to plant yourſelves; 
(For't muſt be done to-night, 
And ſomething from the palace :) and with him, 
(T's leave no rubs nor botches in the work) 
Fleance his ſon, that keeps him company, 
Muſt embrace the ſate . 
Of that dark hour. Reſolve yourſelves apart, 
I'l! come to you anon. 
Mur. We are teſolv'd, my lord. 
{Exeunt Murderers. 
Mac. It is concluded—Banquo, thy ſoul's flight, 
If it find heav'n, muſt find it out to-night. 
| [Exit Macbeth. 
SCENE, andter Apartment in the Palace. 
Eater Loady Macbeth and a Servant. 


Lady. Is Banquo gone from court? 
Ser. Aye, Maaam, but returns again to-night, 
Lady. Say to the king I would attend his leiſure 
For a few words. 
Ser. Madam, I will. f [Exit. 
Lady. Nought's had, all's ſpent, 
Where our deſire is got without content: 
"Tis ſafer to be that which we deſtroy, 
Than by deſtruction dwell in doubttul joy. 
Enter Macbeth. 0 


— How now, my lord, what do you keep alone ? 
Of ſorrjeft fancies your companions making, 
Uling thoie thoughts, which ſhould indeed have dy'd 
Wich them they think on? Things without all re- 
medy, 
Should be without regard; what's done, is done. 
Mac. We have ſcotch'd the ſnake, not kill'd it. 
She'll cloſe, and be herſelf; whilſt our poor malice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. 
But let both worlds disjein, and all things ſuffey, 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and ſlec p 
In the affliction of theſe terrible dreams 
That ſhake us nightly. Better be with the dead, 
(Whom we, to gain our place, have ſeat to peace) 
Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
In reitleſs extaſy.— Duncan is in his grave; 
After life's finful fever, he fleeps well: 
Treaſon has done his worſt; nor fteel, nor poiſon, 
Maice domeſtic, foreign levy, nothing 
Can touch him farther! 
Lady. Come on; 
Gentle, my lord, ſleek o'er your rugged look! 
Be bright and jovial 'mong your gueſts to- night. 
Mac. O, fuli of ſcorpions is my mind, dear wife! 
Thou know'ft that Banquo and his Fleance live. 
Lady. But in them nature's copy's not eternal, 
Mac. There's comfort yet, they are afſailablez 
Then be thou jocund. Ere the bat hath flown 
His cloiſter'd flight, ere to black Hecate's ſummons 
The ſhard born beetle with his drowſy hums 
Hath rung night's yawning peal, there ſhall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. 
Lady. What's to be done? | 
Mac. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareſt chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed. Come, feeling night, 
Scarf up the tender eye of p+*iful day, 
And with thy bloody and inviſible hand, 
Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond 
Which keeps me pale! light thickens, and the crow 
Makes wing to th' rooky wood: 
Good things of day begin to droop and drowze, _ 
While night black agents to their prey do rouse. 
r reren 78 
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[SCENE changes to a Room ef State in the Caſtle. 


; 


11 
Thou marvel'ſt at my words; but hold thee Rin © 
Things bad begun, make ftrong themſelves by ill. 
[ Excunt., 
SCENE changes to a Park; the Caſtle at a Diſ- 
tance. . 
Enter three Murderers. , 

1 Mur. But who bid thee join us? 

3 Mur. Macheth. 

2 Maur. He needs not our miftruſt, ſince he delivery 
Our offi. es and what we have to do, 

To the dizeQtion juſt, 

1 Mur. Theo fland with ys. / 
The weſt yet glimmers with ſome fireaks of day: 
Now ſpurs the lated traveller apace | 
Lo gain the timely inn; and near approaches 
the ſubject of our watch. 

3 Mur. Hauk, I hear horſes. 

Ban. | Within. | Give us lights, there, hoa! 

2 Mur. Thenit is he; the reſt, 

That are within the note of expeQation, 
Already are i'th' court. 

1 Mur. His ho ſes go about. 

3 Mur. Almoſt a mile: but he does uſually 
(So all men do) from hence to th palace gate 
Make it their walk. 

Fnter Banquo ond Fleance. 

1 Mur. Tis he. [ They ant Banquo. 

Ban. Oh, treachery ! | E 
Fly, Fleance; fly, fly, fly; 

i hou may ſt revenge.—Oh, ſlave! [Dies. 
, { Fleance flies acroſs the flage, and eſcaper. 


A Banquet prepared. Enter Macbeth, Lady 
Roſſe, — Lords and Attendants. 4 Fas- 
riſh. : 


ac. You know your own degrees, fit down; 
To firſt and laſt, an hearty welcome. 
Bf » Thanks to your majeſty. : 
ac, Ourſelf will mingie with ſociety, £ 
And play the humbie hoſt 
Our hoſets keeps her ſtate, but in beſt time 
We will require her welcome. [ They . 
Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our friends, 
For my heart ſpeaks, they're welcome. | 


| Hath nature that iv time will venom breed, | 


' Mac. Thou art the beft of cut-throats; yet he's 
| [90d 


Mac. See, they encounter thee with their hearts 
thanks, b 
Both ſides are even; here I'll fir i? thꝰ midſt; 
Be large in mirth, anon we'll drink a meaſure. 
Enter firſt Murderer, 
The table round There's blood upon thy face. 
[To the Murderer aſide, at the door. 
Mur. Tis Banquo's then. | 
Mac. Tis better thee without, than he within. 
{s he ciſpatch'd ? | 
Mur. My lord, his throat is cut; that I did for 
him. ' | 


Thar did the like for Fleance. 

Mur. Moſt royal Sir, 
Fleance is ſcap'd. | 

Mac. Then comes my fit again: I had elſe been 
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock; perfect, 
As broad and gen'ral as the caſing air: 1 
But now I am cabin'd, cribb'd, confin'd, bound in 
To faucy doubts and fears. But Banquo's ſafe * 

Mur. Aye, my good lord, ſafe in a ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gaſhes on his head; 
The leaſt a death to nature. 

Mac. Thanks for that; . 
There the grown ſerpent lies: the worm that's fled, 
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No teeth for th preſent, 


Get ches goney to mie 
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Fre human ſtatute purg'd the gen'ral weal; 


We'll hear't ourſelves again. 
Lady. My royal lord, 
You do not give the chear ; the feaſt is ſold, 
That is not often vouched, while tis making, 
»Tis given with welcome. To feed, were beſt at 
home; 
From thence, the ſauce to meat is ceremony; 
Meeting were bare without it. 
[The Gboſt of Banquo riſes, and firs in Mac- 
beth's place. 
Mac. Sweet remembrancer 
Now good digeſtion wait on appetite, 
And health on both ! 
Len. May't pleaſe your higkneſs, fit? 
Mac. Here had we now vur country's honou: 
roof'd, , 
Were the great perſon of our Banquo preſent—— 
Whom may I rather challenge fe unkindneſs, 
hai: pity for miſchance.) 
Rae. His abſence, Sir, 
Lays olame upon hie promiſe. Pleas't your highneſ: 
To grace us with your royal company? 
Mac. The table's full. 
Len. Here's a place reſery'd, Sir. 
Mac. Where? 
. Len. Here, my good lord. 
What is't that moves your highneſs ? 
Mac. Which vt you have done this? 
+ Lords. Wrat, my good lord? | 
. Mac. Thou can't not ſay I did it: never ſhake 
Thu gory locks at me. 
Roſſe. Gentlemen, riſe; his highneſs is not well. 
Ldy. Sit, worthy friends; my lord is often thus, 
And h:th been from his youth. Pray you, keep 
The fit is momentary, on a thought ſeat; 
He will again be well. If much you note him, 
You ſhall offend him, and extend his paſſion; 
Feed, and regard him not.— Are you a man? 
[ To Macbeth aſide. 
Mac. Aye, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appal the devil, 
Laay. O proper tuff! 
This is the very painting of your fear; [ Afide. 
This is the air-arawn dagger which you ſaid 
Led you to Duncan, Oh, theſe flaws and ſtarts 
(Impoſtors to true fear) would well become 
A woman's ſtory at a winter's fire, 
Authoriz'd by her grandame. Shame itſelf lon. 
When all's done you look but on a chair. 
Mac. Priythee, fee there! 
Behold ! look! lo! how ſay you? 
[ Pointing te the CI. 
Why, what care I! if thou canſt nod, {peak c. 
If charnel houſes and our graves muſt ſend 
Thoſe that we bury back, our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. {The Gb-ft vaniſhes. 
Lady. What! quite unmann'd in folly? 
Mac. If 1 ſtand here 1 ſaw h 
Lady. Fie, for ſhame ! 
Mac. Blood hath been ſhed ere now, i' th' golden 
time, 


[Exit Murderer. 


[ Starting. 


Aye, and ſince too, murders have been perform'd, 


Too terrible for th' ear; the times have been, 


That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 
And there an end; but now they riſe again 
With twenty mortal murders on their crowns, 
And puth us from our ſtools; this is more ſtrange 
Than ſuch a murder is. 

Lady. My worthy lord, 


Tour noble friends do lack you. 


Mac. I do forget. 


Do not muſe at me, my moſt worthy friends, 


I keep a ſervant feed. 
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I have a ſtrange infirmity; which is nothing fall! 
Co thoſe that know me. Come, love and health to 
Then I'll fit down: give me ſome wine, fill full 
I drink to th' gener?! joy of the While table, 
And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miſs; 
Would he were here! to ail, and bim, we thirſt, 
Ani ail to all. F: 
Lords, Our duties, and the pledge. 
[ {be Gh-ft riſes again, 
Mac. Avaunt, and quit my fight! let the earth 
hide thee |! 
Thy bones are marrowleſe; thy blood is cold; 
Th u haſt no ſpeculation in thoſe eyes 
Which thou dot gle with. 
Lady. Think of this good peers, 
But as a thing of cuſtom : *tis no other; 
Only it ſpoils the pleaſure ot the time. 
Mac. What man dare, I dare: 
Approach thou like the rus ged Ruſſi n bear, 
The arm'd rhinoceros, or Hvreanian tyger, 
Fake any ſhape but that, ard my firm nerves 
Shell nev-r tremble ; or, be alive again, 
And date me tothe deſart with thy ſword 
If trembling I inhibit, then proteſt me 
Che baby of a gl. Hence, horrible ſhadow! 
Unreal mock'ry, hence! Why, ſo—being gone, 
[ The Gboſt vaniſhes. 
Jam a man again.—Pray you, fit fil). 
. The Lords riſe. 
Lady. You have diſplac'd the mirth, broke the 
With moſt admir'd dilorder. [ good meeting, 
Mac. Can ſuch things be, 
And overcome us like a ſummer's cloud, 
Without our ſpecial wonder! You make me ſtrange, 
E'en to the diſpoſition that I owe, 
When now I think you can behold ſuch ſights, 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 
When mine is blanch'd with fear, 
Reſſe. What ſights, my lord? 
Lady. | pray you, ſpeak not; he grows worſe and 
worſe: 
Queſtion enrages him; at once, good night, 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But go at once, 
| Len, Good night, and better health 
Attend his majeſty. 
Ledy. Good night to all. [Ereunt Lordi. 
| Mac, It will have bloogthey ſay bloud will have 
blood: 8 
Stones have been known to move, and trees to ſpeak; 
Augurs, that underſtood relations, have, 
By magpies, and by choughs, and rooks, brought 
forta 
The ſecret'ft men of blood, What is the night ? 
Lay. A at odds with morning, which is 
which. 
Mac. Row fay'f thou, that Macduff denies his 
At our great bidding? ; { perſon 
Lady. Did you ſend to him, Sir? 
Mac. 1 tear it by the way; but I will ſend. 
There's not a Thane of them, but in his houſe 
IT wilii to-morrow 
(Betimes I will) unto the weyward ſiſters; 
More ſhall they ſpeak ; for now I'm bent to know, 
By the worſt means, the worſt for mine own good. 
All cauſes ſhall give way; 1 am in blood 
Siept in ſo tar, that ſhuuld I wade no more, 
Recurning were as tedious as go 0'er. 
Lady. You lack the ſeaſon of all natures, ſleep. 
My, we'll to ſleep; my ſtrange and ſelf- 
uſe 
Is the initiate fear that wants hard uſe; 


; 


We're yet but young in deed, 


- 
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SCENE changes to the Heath, 


Thunder, Enter the three Witches, meeting Hecate. 
1 Witch. Why, how gow, Hecate? you look 
angerly. 
Hec.. Have I not reaſon, beldames as you are? 
Saucy and over- bold ! how did you dare 
To trade and traffic with Macbeth, 
In riddles and affairs of death ? 
And I, the miſtreſs of your charms, 
The cloſe contr: yer of all harms, | 
Was never call'd to bear my part, 
Or thew che glory of our art? 
And, which 1s worſe, all you have done, 
Hath been but for a wayward ſon; 
Spitefu! and wrathful, who, as others do, 
Loves for his own ends; not for you. 
But make amends, now; get you gone, 
And at the pit of Acheron, ' 
Meet me, i' th' morning: thicher he 
Will come to know his 1eftiny; 
Your veſſels and your ſpeils provide, | 
Your charins, and ever) thing beide. 
J am for th' air: this night I'll ſpend 
Unto a diimal, fatal end. 
Get bulinefſs muſt be wrought ere noon. 
Upon the corner of tue moon, 
There hangs a vap*rous «op profound z 
Fil catch it exe it come to ground z 
And that diſt'lI d by magic flights, 
Shall raiſe ſuch artificial ſprites, 
Az, by the Rcength of their illuſion, 
Sha!: draw him onto nis confuſion, 
He itai! {purn fate, ſcorn death, and bear 
His hopes 'bove wiſdom, grace and feat: 
Ad you all know, ſecurity 
1s mortals chiefe:t ene ny, 
Witches within. 
Witch. Hecate, Hecate—come away. 
Hec. Hark, hark, I'm cail'd, 
My little merry airy ſpirit ſee, 

Sirs in a foggy cloud, and waits for me. 
Witch. Hecate, Hecate, Hecate, Within. 
Hee. Thy chirping voice 1 hear, © 

So picaling to my ear, 
At which poſt away, 
With ail the ſpeed I may, 
— Where's Puckie? 
Enter Witches. 


Witch. Here. | 
Hec. Where Stradling ? 
Wich. Here 
-And Hopper too, and Hellway too. 
We want but you, we want but you. 
Voices. Come away, come away, make up th' 
ec. With new-fall'n dew, { account. 
From church-yard yew, 
I will but 'noint, and then I'll mount, 
Now I'm furniſh'd for my flight. 
{ Symphony, whilſt — places ber ſelf in the 
machine, 
Now I go, and now I fly, 
Malkin my ſweet ſpirit and I. 
O what a dainty pleaſure's this, 2 Fong 
To fail in the air, 
When the moon ſhines fair, 
To ſing, to dance, to toy and kiſs, 
Over woods, high rocks and mountains; 
Over hills and miſty fountains; 
Over ſteeples, tow'rs, and turrets, 
We fly by night mong troops of ſpirits, 


Chor, ou fly by night _ a of * 
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ACTA 
SCENE, a dark Cave; in the middle, 4 greas 
Cauldron burning. 


Enter the three Witches, 

HRICE the brinced cat hath mew'd, 
2 Witch. Twice and once the hedge» 
pig whin'd. ; 

3 Witch. Harper cries, 'tis time, "tis time. 

Mich. Round about the cauldron go, 

In the poiſon d entrails throw. 

[ They march ound the cauldron, and throw in 
the ſeveral ingredients, as for the preparation 
of the charm. 

Toad, that under the cold ſtone, 

Days and nights has thirty-ene- 6 

Swelter'd venom, ſleeping got, 

Bol thou firſt i th charmed pot. 

All, Doubie, double, toil and trouble; 

Fire burn, and cauidron bubole. 

1 Witch. Fillet of feng ſnake, 

In the cauldron boit and bake 

Eye of newt, and toe of frog, 

Wool of bat, and tongue of dog; 

A1dcr's fork, and blind-worm's ſting, 

Lizard's leg, and owlet's wing; 

For a charin of porw'rful trouble, 

Like a h:e!!-broth boil and bu ble. 

All. Double, couble, toi. and trouble; 

Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

3 IWitch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf, 

Witcnes dummy, maw and gulf 

Of the cavening calt-ſea ſhark, 

Root of hemlock, dizg'd i'th' dark; 

Liver of bla! fohemiog few, 

Gall of goat, and lips of yew, 

Silver'd in the moon's eclipſe ; 

Noſe of Turk, and Tartar's lips; a 

Finger of birth-ſtrangled babe, : 


Thunder. 
1 Witch. 


Ditch celiver'd by a drab, 
Make the gruel thick and ſlab: 

A1d thereto a tyger's chawdron, 

For the ingredients of. our cauldron. 

J. Double, double, toil and trouble; 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon's blood, 
Then the charm is firm and good. 

Enter Hecate, and oth.r- three Witches. 

Hec. O! well done! | commend your paint, 
And every one ſhall ſhare i“ th' gains. 

2 Witch. Hold; by the pricking of e 
Something wicked this way comes. 1 knocking. 
Open locks, whoever knocks. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Muc. How now, you leciet, black, and mid- 
What is't you do? [night hags, 

All. A deed without a name. 

Mac. I conjure you, by that which you profeſs, 
(Howe'er you come to know it) anſwer me. 
Though you untie the winds, and let them fight 
Againſt the churches; though the yeſty waves 
Confound and ſwallow navigation up; [downz 
Though bladed corn be lodg'd, and trees blown 
Though caſtles topple on their warders' heads; 
Though palaces and pyramids do ſlope 
Their heads to their foundations ; tho' the treaſure 
Of nature's germins tumble all cogether, 

Even till deſttuction Irr- anſwer me 
To what I aix you. 

1 Witch. Speak. 

2 Witch. Pronounce, 

3 Witch. Demand. 


[Excunt. 
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Hec. We'll anſwer, of . 1 oY 
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1 Witch. Say If th' hadſt rather hear it from our | Horrible fight! nay, now I ſee tis true 3 
{ mouths, For the blood-bolter'd Banquo ſmiles upon me; 
What! is this ſo? 


O: from our maſters ! 
Mat. Call em: let me ſee em. 


1 Witch. Pour in ſow's blood that hath eaten 


Her nine tarrow ; greaſe that's ſweaten 
From the muid'rer's gibbet throw 
Into the flame. 
All. Come, high or low, 
Thyſelf and office deftly ſhew. 
Appariticn of an armed Head ariſes. 
Mac. Tell me, thou unknown pov. 
1 Witch. He knows thy thought: 


Hear his ſpeech, but ſay thou nought, [ Macdouff. 
App. Mnrcbeth ! Macbeth! Macheth ! beware | Stand ay ccurſed in the calendar ! 
Beware the Thane of Fife—diſmiſs me—enovgh. 
[ Deſcend'. 

Mac. Whate'er thou art, for thy good caution, 


thanks; 


Thou'ſt harp'd my fear aright. But one word more. 
1 Witch. He will not be commanded ; here's 
[ another, 


More potent than the firſt. 
Thunder. , Afparition of a bloody Child ar iſes. 
App. Macbeth! Macbeth Macbeth! 

Mac. Had I three ears l'd hear thee. 


App. Be bloody, bold, and reſolute; laugh to ſcorn 


Thunder. 


5 E F It 


* 


And paints at them for his. 
1 Witch, Ave, Sir, all this is ſu: but why 

Strands Macbeth thus amazed!y ? 
Come fiiters, chear we up his ſprights, 
And ſhew the beſt of our delights, 
{1'l: chara the air to give a found, 
While you perform your antick round 
That this great king may kindly ſay, 
Our duties did his welcome pay. Mac. 

[ A dance of Furies, and then all vaniſh, 
Mac. Where ate they? Gone [Let this perni- 
{cious hour 
Come in there— 

Enter Lenox. 

Len. What's your grace s will ? 
Mac., Saw you the weyward hiters ? 
Len. No, my lord. 
Mac. Came they not by you? 
Len. No, indeed, my lord. 
Mac. Infected be the air whereon they ride, 
And damn'd all thoſe that truſt them! I did hear 
The galloping of horſe. Who was't came by ? 
Len. "Twas two or three, my lord, that bring 


The pow'r of man; for none of woman born Macduff is fled to England, [you word 
Shall harm Macbeth, [ Deſcends.\ Mac. Fled to England? 
Mac. Then live, Macduff : what need I fear of | Len. Ayej my good lord. [exploits ; 


But yet I'll make aſſurance double ſure, 
And take a bond of Fate; thou ſhalt not live; 
That J may tell pale hearted Fear it lies, 
And ſleep in ſpite of thunder. 


thee ? 


The flighty purpoſe ne er is o'ertook, 
Unleſs the deed go with it. From this moment, 


Tbunder. The very firfilings of my heart ſhall be 


Appariticn of @ Child crowned, with a Tree in bit The firſtlings of my hand. 


Hand, riſes. 
What is this 
That riſes like the iſſue of a king, 

And wears upon his baby-brow the round 

And top ef ſovereignty ? 

All. Liſten, but ſpeak not. 

App Be lion-mettled, proud, and take no care 
Who chafes, who frets, or who conſpirers are : 
Macbeth ſhall never vanquiſh'd be, until 
Great Birnam wood to Dunſinane's high bill. 
Shall come againſt him. [ Deſcends. 

Mac. That will never be. 
Who can impreſs the foreſt, bid the tree 
Unfix his earth- bound root ? Sweet bodements ! 
Yet my heart 
Throbs to know one thing: tell me, (if your art 
Can tell ſo much) ſhell Banquo's iſſue ever 
Reign in this kingdom ? 

All. Seek to know no more. 

The Cauldron ſinks into toe Ground. 

Mac. 1 will be ſatisfied. Deny me this, 

And an eternal curſe fall on you ! Let me know 
Why finks that cauldron? and what noiſe is this ! 

1 Witch. Appear! 

2 Witch. Appear ! 

3 Witch. Appear ! 

All. Shew his eyes and grieve his heart; 
Come like ſhadows, ſo depart. - 

* [Eight Kings appear, and paſs over in order; the 

laft of themwoith a glaſs in bis band; then Banquo. 

Moc. Thon are too like the ſpirit of Banquo— 
down ! - 

Thy crown doth fear mine eye-bal!s—{ To the firſt. 

A ſecond like the firſt 

A third is like the former—filthy hags | 

Why do you ſhew me this !—A fourth —ſtart eye 

A fifth ! 

Another yet A ſeventh ! I'll ſee no more 

And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glaſs 

Which neus me many more. a 


The caſtle of Macduff Iwill ſurprize, 

Seize upon Fife, give to the edge o' th' ſword 

His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate ſouls 

That trace him in his line. No boafling like a fool; 

This deed 1'!1 do before this purpoſe cool. | Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to Macduff s Caſtle in Fife. 
Enter Lady Macduff, ber Sun, ard Reſſe. 

L Macd. What had he done to make him fly the 

Rae. You muſt have patience, Madam. [ land? 

L. Macd. He had none; 

His fl:ght was marines. When our actions do not, 

Our fears do make us traitors» 

Ne. You know not 

Wiether it was his wiſdom, or his fear. 

L Macd. Wiſiom ! to leave his wife, to leave 

His manſon, and his titles, in a place | his babes, 

From whence himſelf doth fly ? he loves us not; 

He wants the nat'ral touch; for the poor wren, 

The moſt din;inutive of birds, will fight, 

Her young ones in her neſt, againſt the owl. 

All is the fear, and nothing is the love, 

As little is the wiſdom, where the flight 

So runs againſt all rezſons. 

Roſe. My deareſt covſin, 

[ pray you ſchool yourſelf ; but for your huſband, 

He's noble, wiſe, judicious, and beſt knows 

The fits o' th* ſe : ſon. | dare not ſpeak much farther, 

But cruel are the times, when we are traitors, 

And do not know ourſelves : when we hold rumour 

From what we fear, yet know not what we fear; 

But float upon a wild and violent fea . 

Each way, and move. I take my leave of you; 

Shall not be long but I'll be here again: 

Things at the worſt will ceaſe, or elſe climbupward, 

To what they were before, My pretty couſin, 

Bleſſing upon you 

L. Macd. Father'd he is, and yet he's fatherleſs. 

Rofſe. I am ſo much a fool, ſhould 1 ſtay longer, 


” 


It would be my diſgrace and com fort. 
take my leave at once. "x Exit Roſſe. 


<4 . 


Mac. [ Afide.] Time, thou anticipat'ſt my dread 


ſo? 


«fich, 
nifh, 


ernic 
hour 


5 Enter Angus. 
Ang. Bleſs you, fait dame] I am not to you known, 
Though in your ſtate of honour I am perfect; 
1 doubt ſome danger does approach you nearly; 
If you will take a homely man's aavice, 
Be not found here; hence with your little ones. 
Heav'n preſerve you 
1] dare abide no longer, 

L. Macd. Whither ſhould 1 fly? 
I've done no harm, But | remember now 
I'm in this earthly wortd, where to do harm 
Is often laudable; to do good, ſometime 
Accounted dangerous folly, Why then, alas ! 
Do 1 put up that womanly defence, 

To ſay I'd done no harm? i ' [Fxeunt, 
SCENE changes to the King of England's Palace. 
Enter Maicolm ard Macduft. 

Mal. Let us ſeek out ſome deſolate ſhade, and 
Weep our ſad boſoms empty. [there 

Macd. Let us, rather, 
Hold faſt the mortal ſword; 
Each new morn 
New widows howl, new orphans cry; new ſorrows 
Strike Heaven on the face, that it reiounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yd out 
Like ſyllables of grief. tongues, 
Mal. This tyrant, whoſe ſole name bliſters our 
Was once thought honeſt: you have lov'd him well; 
He hath not touch d you yet. m young, but ſome- 
thing 
You may deſerve of him through me and wiſdom, 
To offer up a weak, poor innocent lamb, 
J“ appeaſe an angry god. 
Macd. | am not treacherous. 
Mal. But Macbeth is. 
A good and virtuous nature may recoil * 
In an imperial charge. 
Macd. I've loſt my hopes. [doubts, 
Mal. Perchance e'en there, where I did find my 
Let not my jealoufies be your diſhonours, 
But mine own ſafeties : you may be rightly juſt, 
Whatever | ſhall think. 
Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country 
Great tyranny, lay thou thy baſis ſure, ſ[wrongs, 
For goodneſs dares not check thee ! Wear thou thy 
His title is alf-ar'd. Fare thee well, lord: 


[Exit Angus. 


I would not be the villain that thou think'ſt, 


For the whole ſpace that's in the tyrant's graſp, 
And the rich eaſt to boot, 

Mal. Be not offended ; R 
I ſpeak not as in abſolute fear of you. 
I think our country ſinks beneath the yoke 
It weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a gaſh 
Js added to her wounds. 1 think withal, 
There would be hands up-lifted in my right : 
And here from gracious England have I offer 
Of goodly thouſands, But for all this, 
When I ſhall tread upon the tyrant's head, 
Or wear it on my ſword, yet my poor country 
Shall have more vices than it had before ; 
More ſuffer, and more ſundry ways than ever, 
By him that ſhall ſuceeed. 

Macd. Not in the legions 
Of horrid hell, can come a devil more damn'd 
In evils to top Macbeth. 

Mal. 1 grant him bloody, 

Luxurious, avaricious, falſe, deceitful ; 
But there's no bottom, none, 
In my voluptuouſneſs : 
Nay, had I power, I ſhould 
Pour the ſweet milk of concord into hell, 
Uproar the univerſal peace, confound 
All unity. on oarthe ey fa, ers fd 


wWACEFETH 


| 


Macd. Oh, Scotland ! Scotland 
Mal. If ſuch a one be fit to govern, ſpeak. 
Macd. Fit to govern ? 
No, not to live, Oh, nation miſerable, 
With an untitled tyrant; bloody-ſceptred ! 
When ſhalt thou ſee thy wholeſome days again ? ; 
Since that the trueſt iſſue of thy throne, 
By his own interdiQtion ſtands accurſt, 
And does blaſpheme his breed, Thy royal father 
Was a moſt fainted king ; the queen that bore thee, 
Oft'ner upon her knees than on her feet, | 
Died every day ſhe liv'd. Oh! fave thee well! 
Theſe evils, thou repeat'ſt upon thyſeif, 
Have baniſh'd me from Scotland. Oh, my breaft! 
Thy hope ends here. 
Mal. Macduff, this noble paſſion, 
Child of integrity, hath from my foul | 
Wip'd the black ſcruples ; reconcil'd my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour. Deviliſh Macbeth, 
By many of theſe trains hath ſought to win me 
Into his power; and modeſt wiſtom plncks me 
From over-credulous haſte: but Heav'n above 
Deal between thee and me! for even now 
I put myſelf to thy direction, and 
Unſpeak my own detraction. What I am truly, 
Is thine, and my poor country's to command: 
Whither, indeed, before thy here approach, 
Old Siward with ten thouſand warlike men, 
All ready at a point, was ſetting forth. 
Now we'll together, and the chance, O goodneſs, 
Be like our warranted quarrel | Why are you filent ? 
Macd. Such welcome, and unwelcome things at 
'Tis hard to reconcile, | [ once, 
Enter Roſſe. 
Macd. See, who comes here! 5 
Mal. My countryman: but yet I know him not · 
Macd. My ever gentle couſin, welcome hither. 
Mal. I know him now. Good Heav'n betimes 
The means that make us ſtrangers! [remove 
Refſe Sir, Amen. * 
acd. Stands Scotland where it did? 
Roſſe. Alas, poor country, 
Almoſt afraid to know ixſelf. It cannot 
Be call'd our mother, but our grave ; where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once ſeen to ſmile ; 
Where ſighs and groans, and ſhrieks that rend the airy 
Are made, not mark'd; where violent ſorrow ſeems. 
A modern ex:aſy ; the dead man's knell 
Is there ſcarce aſk'd, for whom and good men's lives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps z | 
Dying or ere they ficken, 
Macd. Oh, relation 
Too nice, and yet too true? 
Mal. What's the neweſt grief ? 
Raſſe. That of an hour's agedoth hiſs the ſpeakers 
Each minute teems a new one. 
Macd. How does my wife ? 
Roſe. Why, well—— 
Macd. And all my children ? 


—— Well, too.— 
cd. The tyrant has not barter'd at their peace? 
Roſſe. No; they were all at peace when I did it? 
ö leave em. 
Macd. Be not a niggard of your ſpeech: how gos: 
Reſſe. When Icame hither to tranſport the tidings 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out, 
Which was to my belief witneſs'd rather, 
For that I ſaw the tyrant's power a-foot : 
Now is the time of help; your eye in Scotland 
Would create ſoldiers, and make women fight, 


| To 4off their dire diſtreſſes. 4 


Mal, Be it their comfort | TY. 
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We're coming thither t gracious England hath 
Lent vs good Siward, and ten thouſand men: 
An older or a better ſoldier, none 
That Chriſtendom gives out. 

Reſſe. Would I could agſwer 
This comfort wich the like ! but T have words 
That would be howl'd out in the deſort air, 
Where hearing wouid not catch them. 
. Macd. What concern they ? 
The gen'ra! cauſe? or is it a grief 
Due to ſome fingle breaft ? 
Reſſe. No miod that's honeſt, 
But in it ſhares ſome woe ; tho' the main part 
Pertains t: you alone. 
Macd. It it be mine, 
Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 
Ref. Let not your ears ceſpiſe my tongue forever, 
Which thall poſſcfs them with the heavieſt ſound 
That ever yet they heard. 
Macd. At once I gueſe, and am afraid to know 
Rae. Your caſtie is ſurpriz d, your wife and babes 
Savageiy lauztiter's, To relate the manner, 


Were on the cuarry of theſe murder d deer 


To add the death of you. 


Mal. Merciful Heav'n ! | 


What, 'man ! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows : 

Give ſorrow words : the grief thac does not ſpeak, 

Whiſper's the v'er-fiaugizt beart, and bids it break. 
Macd, My children, too !— 

| Roſfſe. Wife, children ſervants, all that could be 


mo 
- 


* 


; T F. 
have ſeen her riſe from her beo, throw her night- 
gown upon her, unlock her cloſet, take forth paper, 
fold it, write upon it, read it, afterwards ſeal it, 
and again return to bed; yet all this while in a 
moſt faſt ſleep. 

Dick. A great pertubation in nature! to receive 
at once the benefit of ſleep, and do the effects of 
watching, In this ſlumbry agitation, beſides her 
walking, and other actual performances, what, at 
any time, have you heard her ſay ? 

Gent. That, Sir, which I will not report after her, 
Diet. You may to me, and 'tis moſt meet you 

thould, 

Gent, Neither to you, nor any one, having no 
witneſs to confirm my ſpeech. ; 

' ., Enter Lady Macbeth, with a Taper. 
Lo, you! here ſhe comes: this is her very guiſe, and 
upon my lif:, faſt aſjeep. Obſerve her; ſtand cloſe, 

D:#. How came ſhe by that light? 

Gent. Why it ſtood by her: ſhe has light by ber 
continually ; *tis her command. 

Doct. You ſee her eyes are open. 

Gent. Aye, but their ſenſe is ſhut, 

Dec. What is it ſhe does now? look how 
rubs her hands, 

Gent. It is an accuſtomed action with her, to ſeem 
thus waſhing her hands: I have known her con- 
tinue in this a quarter of an hour, 

Lady. Yet here's a ſpot. 


found. 


Dect. Hark, ſhe ſpeaks. Iwill ſet down what 


Macd. And I not with them, 

Rofſe. I've (aid. 

Mal. Be comforted. 

Let us make med'cines of our great revenge, 
To cure this dead!y grief. 

Macd. He has no children.—All my pretty ones? 
Did you ſay all? what all ? Oh, hell-kite, all! 
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 
At one fell ſwoop ? 

Mal. Diſpute it like a man. 

Macd. I ſhall do ſo; 
But I muſt allo feel it as a man: 
I cannot but remember ſuch things were, ſon, 
That were moſt precious to me. Did Heav'n look 
And would not take their pait ? Sinful Macduff, 
They were all ſtruck for thee ! 
Not for their own oemerits, but for thine. [grief 

Mal. Be this the whetftone of your ſword ; let 
Convert to wrath. Blunt not the heart, enrage it. 

Macd O, Icould play the woman with mine eyes, 
And braggart with m; tongue, But, gentle Heav'n ! 
Cut ſhort all jntermiflion : front to front 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and myſelf; 
Within my ſword's length ſet him; if he "ſcape, 
Then Heav'n forgive him too ! 

Mal. This tune goes manly. 

Come, go we to the king, our power is ready; 
Our lack is nothing but our leave, Macbeth 

Is ripe for ſhaking, and the Powers above [ may; 
Put on their inſtruments. Receive what cheer you 
The night is long that never ſiu ds the day. | Exeunt. 
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SCEN E, an Anti-chamber in Maebeth's Cafile. 
Enter a Doctor of Phbyſick and a Gentlewoman. 
Dec. I Have two nights watch'd with you, but can 


My wife kill'd, 
[ too ! 


* 


comes from her, to ſatisfy my remembrante the 
more ſtrongly. 

Lady. Out! damned ſpot; out, I ſay one, two; 
why, then, tis time to do't—hell is murky, Fy, my 
lord, fy ; aſoldier, and afraid! what need we fear 
who knows it, when none can call our power to ac- 
count ?—Yet who could have thought the old man 
to have bad ſo much blood in him 

D:#. Do you mark that? 

Lady. The Thane of Fife had a wife: where is 
ſhe now ? What, will theſe hands ne'er be clean? 
—no more o'that, my lord, no more o'that; you 
mar all with this ſtarting. 


ſhould not. 

Cent. She has ſpoke what ſhe ſhould not, I am 
ſure of that. Heaven knows what ſhe has known. 

Lady. Here's the ſmell of the blood ſtill. All 
the perfumes of Arabia will not ſweeten this little 
hand. Oh! oh! oh! N 

Doct. What a ſigh is there? the heart is ſorely 
charged. 
Gent, I would not have ſuch a heart in my boſom 


| for the dignity of the whole body. 


Dedt. Well, well, well 

Cent. Pray Heav'n it be, Sir. 

Lady. Waſh your hands, put on your night-gown;z 
look not ſo pale l tell you yet again, Banquo's bu- 
ried; he cannot come out of his grave. 

Dc&#. Even lo? 0 

Lady. To bed, to bed; there's knocking at the 
gate. Come, come, come, come, give me your 
hand: what's dvne, cannot be undone. To bed, 
to bed, to bed, [Exit Lady. 

Dect. Will the go now to bed? 

Cent. Directly. | - 

Do#. Foul whiſperings are abroad; unnatural deeds 
Do breed unnat'ral troubles. InfeQed minds 
To their deaf pillows will diſcharge their ſecrets, 
More needs the the divine than the phyſician. 


perceive no truth in your report, When 
wa it ſhe laſt walked? | 


Good Heav'n forgive us all! look after her; 
Reme re from hag ths Mang of all annoyeaces 


$ 
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Gent. Since his majeſty went into the field, I 


Def. Go to, go to; you have known what you 


M A CB E T H. 


And fill keep eyes upon her. So, good night, 
1 think, but dare not ſpeak. 
Gent. Good night, good Doctor. 


[ Exeunt . 


it, 

i SCENE, be Cale of Dunſi nane. 

* Enter — | tm a Call! 
reive Mac. Bring me no more reports. Let them fly 
s of Till Birnam Wood remove to Dunfinane, 
her l 2 2 with fear. What's the boy Mal- 

colm 
128 Was he not born of woman] Then fly, falſe thanes, 
her, And mingle with the Engliſh epicures; 

you The mind I ſway by, and the heart] bear, 

Shall never ſag with doubt, nor ſhake with fear. ö 
4 no Enter a . i, 

Thou cream-faced-loon ! 

Where got'ſt thou that gooſe-look ? 

and Ser. There are ten thouſand 

ofa Mac., Geeſe, villain ! 
? Ser. Soldiers, Sir. 
ber Mac. Go prick thy face, and over-red thy fears 
Thou lily-liver'd boy, What ſoldiers, whey-tace 7 
Ser. The Engliſh force, ſv pleaſe you. 
Mac. Take thy face hence—Seyton ! —I'm ſick 
the at heart, 
When I behold—Seyton, I ſay !--this puſh 
. Will cheer me ever, or diſesle me now. 
wy I have liv'd long enough ; my May of life 
Is fall'n into the ſear, the yellow leaf; 
And that which ſhould accompany old age, 
at As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 
* 1 muſt not look to have z but in their ſtead, 
Curſes, not loud but deep, mouth+honour, breath, 
ms 4 Which the poor heart would-tain deny, and Care 
i ; Sey ton N { not. 
— Euter Seton. 
5 2 What is your gracious-pleaſure ? 
= ac. What news more? 


Allis coufirm'd, my lord, which was reported. 
I'll fight, till from my bones my flesh be 
Lnack'd. 


Sey. 
Give me my armour, 


vey. "Tis not needed yet. 


- c. I'll put it on. 
Send out more horſes, ſkirre he country round z 
"4, Hang thoſe that talk of fear. Give me mine armour, 
Enter Doctor. J 
* How does your patient, doctur ? 
| Do8. Not ſo fick, my lord) 
i As ſhe is troubled with thick-coming fancige, 
" That keep her from her reſt, 
Mac. Cure her of that. 4 
Canſt thou not miniſter to a mind diſeas d, 
4 Pluck from the memory a rovied ſorrow, 
Raze out the written troub-es ob the brain, 
B And, with ſame ſweet ovlivious antidote, 
Cl-anie che full boſom of that perilous tuff 
Which weighs upon the heart? 
Do8. Therein the patient 
3 Moſt minifter unto himſelf. 
1 Mac. Throw pbyſic to the dogs, I'll none of it— 
| Come, put my armour on; give me my ſtaff. 
Seyion, ſead out Doctor, the thanes fly from 
me 
F Come, Sir, dispatch If thou could'ft, doctor, caſt 
g The wacer f my land, find ber diſeaſe. 


And purge it to a ſouns and preſtint health, 

] would appinyd thee to the very echo, 

That ſhould applaud again. Pull't off, 1 f 
What rthubarhy ſegna, or hat gue gative rug, 


them ? 


Doc. Aye, my good lord, you re 
Makes us hear para ing- bas 


* 


Will laugh a fiege to ſcorn. 


As life were in't. I have ſupp'd full wit 


Woyld ſcaur theſe Englith hence! dear thou of 


1 will not be afraid of death and bane; 

Till Birnam foreſt come to Dunſinane. plan.” 

SCENE changes to Birnam” Wood, 

Enter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, Siward's Song 
Lenox, Angus, and Soldiers marching. 

Mal. Couſins, I hope the days are near Errpr 

That chambers will be ſafe, 

Lenox, We doubt it nothing. f 

Sizw. What wood is this before us ? 

Lenox, The wood of Birnam. 

Mal. Letevery ſoldier hew him down K boughs 

And bear't before him; thereby ſhall we ſhadow 

The numbers of our hoſty and make diſcov'ry ' 

Err in report of us. [ Exeunt Soldiers © 

Siww. We learn no other; but the confident tyrant 


| Keeps fill in Dunſinane, and will endure 


Our fitting down before t. 

Mal. Tis his main hope; 

For where there is advantage to be given, 

Both more and leſs have given him the revolt; 
And none ſerve with him but conſtrained things 
Whoſe hearts are abſent too, 

Macd. Let our juſt cenſures 
Attend the true event, and put we on 
Induftrious foldierſkip, 

So. The time appro 
That will with due decifion make us know 
What we ſhall ſay we have, and what we owe 2 
Thoughts ſpeculative their unſure hopes relate 3 
But certain iſſue, ſtrokes muſt arbitrate, 
Mal. Towards which advance the war. — | 

SCENE changes to the Caſtle of Du 

Enter Macbeth, Seyton, and Officers. 

Mac. Hang out our banners on the outward walle, 
The cry is ſtill, They come : our caſtle's ſtrength 
Here let them lie 
Till famine and the ague eat them up: 

Were they not forc'd with thoſe that ſhould be ourtz 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 
And beat them backward home. What is this noiſe? 
[ Acry within of womens 
Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord. [ Exits © 
Mac. | have almoſt forgot the taſte of fears: 
The time has been my ſentes would have cool'd 
To bear a night-fhriek ; and my fell of hair 
Would at a diſmal treatiſe rouſe and ftir 2 
h horrors j 
Direneſs, familiar to my flaught'rous thoughts, 
Cannot once ſtart me, Wherefore was that ery? 


Enter Seyton. 
Sey. The queen, my lord, is dead. 
Mae. She ſhould have dy'd hereafter ; 
There would have been a time for ſuch # word 
To-motrow.— Tomorrow, and to-morrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day; 
To the laſt ſyllable of recorded time; 
And all our yeſterdays have lighted fools ' 
The way to duſty deaths Out, vur, brief candle | 
Life's but a walking ſhadow, a poor player, 
Thar ſtruts and frets his hour ohh the ſtages 
And then is Heard no mote! It is s tale © 


Told by an idiot, full of ſound and fury, 
Signifying nothing! 
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But know not how to do't. 
Mar. Weil, ſay ity Sir. 
Mes. As 1 did Rand —— Sch pes 3 
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[ Let me endore your wrath if't be not ſo; 
Within this three mile may you ſee it coming; 
I ſay, » moving grove. - | 

Mar. 1f thor fpeake'ſt falſe, _ 
Upon the next tree ſhalt thou hang alive, 
Till famine cling thee: if thy ſpeech be ſooth, 
I] care not if thou doſt for me as much. 
I pall in reſolution, and begin 
To doubt th* equivocation of the fiend, | 
That lyes liketruth. ** Fear not, till Birnam wood 
«« Do come to Dunſinane; —and now a wood 
Comes toward Dauſinane. Arm, arm, and out! 
If this, which he avouches, does appear, 
There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here. 
is to be a weary of the (un, 
And wiſh the tate o'th* world were now untone. 
Ring the alarum bell! Blow, wind | come, wrack! 
At leaſt we'll die with harneſs on our back. 


* 8 [Exeunt. 
„ SCENE, before Dunſinane. 
Enter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, and their Army, 
Mal. Now, near enough; your leafy ſcreens 
throw down, 
And ſhew like thoſe you are. You, worthy uncle, 
Shall with my couſin, your right noble fon, 
Lead our firft battle. Brave Macduff and we 
Shall take upon's what elſe remains to do, 
According to our order. 
Siw. Fare you well: £3 
Do we but find the tyrant's power to-night, 
Let us be beaten if we cannot fight, [all breath, 
Macd. Make all your trumpets ſpeak : give them 
Thoſe clam'rous harbingers of blood and death, 


| [Exeunt, Alarums continued. 
; the Stage. 


f Emer Macbeth. + 
Mac. They've ty'd me to a ftake; I cannot fly, 
Bot, bear-like, I muſt fight the courſe. What's he 
That was not born of woman? ſuch a one 
Am | to fear, or none. 
Enter Young Si ward. 
Y. Siw. What is thy name ? 
Mac. Thou'lt be afraid to hear it. 
T. Sw. No—though thou call'& thyſclf a hotter 
Than any is in bell. [name 
Mac. My name's Macbeth. 
T. Sizw. The devil himſelf could not pronounce 
More hateful ro mine ear. {a title 
Mac. No, nor more fearful, 
Y. Si. Thou lyeft, abharred tyrant; with my 
IT. prove the lye thou ſpeakeft. [ſword 
[ Fight, and Young Siward is flain. 
Mac. Thou waſt born of woman — I'm ſure. 
- Exit. 
* That way the noiſe is. Tyrant, ſhew thy 
ace; 
If be ſt Nain, and with no ſtroke of mine, 
My oh and children's ghoſts will haunt me fill. 
I] cannot ſtrike at wretched Kerne 
Let me find him, fortune. [ Exit. Alarum. 
Enter Malcolm and Si wd. 
Siwv. This way, my lord; the caftle's gently 
a. render'd : 8 
e tyrant's people on es do fight; - 
- The noble Thanes do bravely in the = 
The day almoſt profeſſes itſelf 
And little'is to do. 5 
Mol. We've met with foes 
That ftrike befive us. wh £54. 
Six. Enter; Sir, the caſtle. [Kant. Alara. 
7 3 
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| | Emer Macbeth. _ 
r ſhould I play the Roman fool, and 


ie 
|] On mine own ſword ? whil@ I ſee lives, the gaſhes 
Do better upon them. 
E bim enter Macduf, 

| Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn. 
| Mac. Of all men elſe | have avoided thee: 
But get thee back ; my ſoul is too much charg'd 
With blood of thine already, 

Macd. I've no words? 
My voice is in my ſword ! thou bloodier villain, 
Than terms can give thee out. {| Fight, Alarun, 

Mac. Thou loſeſt labour; 
As eaſy may ſt thou the intrenchant air 
With thy keen ſword impreſs, as make me bleed: 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable creſts, 
I bear a charmed life, which muſt not yield 
To one of woman born. 

Macd. Deſpair thy charm ! 
And let the angel, whom thou ftill hath ſerv'd, 
Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's womb 
Untimely ripp'd. . 
Mac. Accurſed be that tongue that tells me ſo! 
For it hath cow'd my better part of man ! 
And be theſe juggling fiends no more beliey'd, 
That palter with us in a double ſenſe; . 
That keep the word of promiſe to our ear, 
And break it to our hope ! I'll not fight with thee, 

Macd. Then yield thee, coward, 
And live to be the ſhew and gaze o' th' time; 
We'll have thee, as our rarer monſters are, 
Painted upon a pole, and under writ, 
« Here may you ſee the tyrant,” 
Mac. I will not yield, 


and a grand Battle is fought To kiſs the ground before young Malcolm's feet, 


And to be baited with the rabble's curſe, 
Though Birnam Wood be come to Dunſinane, 
And thou, oppos'd, be of no woman born, 
Yet I will try the laſt.—Lay on, Macduff; 
And damn'd be he that firſt cries, Hold, enough. 
7 [They fight. 
- Macd. This for my roysl maſter Duncan; 
This for my boſom friend, my wife; and this for 
The pledges of her love and mine, my children. 
; [ Macbeth falls, 
Sure there are remains to uer—— Ill 
As a trophy bear away his ſword, to 
Witneſs my revenge, U 
Mas. Lis done! the ſcene of lite will quickly 
| Ambition's vain, delufive dreams are fled, (cloſe. 
And now I waketo darkneſs, guilt and horror. 
I cannot bear it! let me ſhake it o. 
*Two' not bez my foul is clogg'd with blood 
| cannot riſe! I dare not aſk tor mere 
It is too late, hell drags me down. | 
- As 
Retreat and Flourifſh Enter Malcolm, Siward, 
Rofle, Thanes and Soldiers. 


I fink———Oh !'—— my foul is loſt for ever! 
Mal. 1 would the friends we miſs were ſaſe at- 


Oh! | 
riv'd * 


So great a day as this is cheaply bought. 
Mal. Macduff is mifling, and your noble ſon. 
Roffe. Your fon, my lord, has paid a ſoldier's debt; 
{He only liv'd but till de was a | 
{The which no ſooner had his proweſs confirm d, 

In the unſhrinking ation where he fought, 
But like a man be dy'd. ">. 54 488 
Si. Then is he dead? 


| Ry Aj, end drought A 5 * 


a oy 
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Exit Macduff. 


Si. Some muſt go off: and yet by theſe I ſee, 


Muſt not be meaſur'd by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 
Si. Had he his hurts before? 
Rofſe. Aye, on the front. 
Siw. Why then, Heav'n's ſoldier be he! 
Had 1 as many ſons as | have hairs, 22 
1 would not with them to a fairer death: 
And ſo his knet) is knoll'd. 
Mal. He's worth more farraw, 
And that 1'll ſpend upon him. 
Siao. He's worth no more 1 
Here comes newer comfort. 
Enter Macduff, 4 
Macd. Hail, king! for ſo thou art, The 
is tree 
The tyrant's dead; and though I ſhould not boaſt 
That one whom guilt might eafily weigh down 
Fell by my hand, yet | preſent you with his (word, 
To ſhew that Heav'n appointed me to take revenge 
For you, and all that ſuffer'd by his cruel power. 


1 ſee thee compaty'd by thy kingdom's peers, 
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That ſpeak my ſalutation in their mindsz 


Whoſe voices I defire aloud with mine 

Hail, King of Scotland ! 2 2 
All. Hail, King of Scotland! [ Flowrifhe 
Mal. We ſhall not ſpend a large expence of time, 

Before we reckon with your ſev'ral loves, 

And make us even with you.-Thanes and kinſ- 


men, 

Henceforth be earls, the firſt that ever Scotland 
In ſuch an honour nam d. What's more to do, 
Which would ve planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our exil'd friends abroad, 
Thatfled the ſnares of watchful tyranny, 
Producing forth the cruel miniſters 
Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like queen, 

Who, as tis thought, by ſelf and violent hands 
Took off ber life) this, and what needful elſe, 
| That calls upon us, by the grace of Heav'n 
We will perform in meaſure, time and place: 
So thanks to all, at once, and to each one, 


han we invite to ſee us crown'd at Scone. _ 
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